by Noble Sword 
ja Illustrations by Mac The Knife 








fi NEL, 


A Breast Expansion Novella 





Written by 
Noble Sword 


Illustrated by 
Mac The Knife 


The Breast Expansion Story Club 


San Francisco - Tucson - Buenos Aires - London 


Thief Il 
All Rights Reserved © 2004 by Noble Sword 
Illustrations by Mac The Knife 
Designed by NBK Studio 
Edited by Leviathan 


No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any 

means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, 

taping, or by any information storage retrieval system, without express written 
permission from the publisher. 


The Breast Expansion Story Club 


For information address: 
BE Story Club 
P.O. Box 7361-101319 
San Francisco, CA 94120-7361 
www.bestoryclub.com 


Any resemblance to actual people and events is purely coincidental. 
This is a work of fiction. 


Published in the United States of America 


THIEF II 


I. - The Coin 


Sally eyed the huge-busted woman as she walked away from the counter 
with her order. Looking down at her hand she studied the odd coin again 
and then returned her gaze to the woman who had just given her the coin. 
It had been a traumatic day. What little volume she’d had within her small, 
less than B-cup breasts, was now gone, and the massively busted tit queen 
she had just served claimed to have stolen every treasured ounce of them, 
leaving her as she now stood, completely flat chested. The coin, Ruby had 
said would replace the lost volume and more, much more. 

Sally pocketed the coin and forced a smile as a young mother with two 
kids in tow and a third infant, pawing at her bulging, obviously milk-laden 
breasts, came to the counter. Sally hustled to fill the order. The young 
mother produced a twenty-dollar bill for the small order. As Sally made 
change, she lingered, extending the length of her physical contact with the 
other woman — just as the big-breasted woman had advised. She felt that 
strange tingle again, just as she had when she took the coin from the big 
titted woman. With the somewhat longer exposure, the feeling developed 
in to one that was unlike anything she had ever felt before. Purposely 
being clumsy, she dropping some of the change on the counter, she fumbled 
to retrieve it and made a second contact with the young mom again. More 
of the tingling ensued. The erotic feel of the touch impacted her immensely. 
She could feel her nipples engorging and stiffening as the sensations raced 
through her. The young mother struggled away while balancing her order, 
the infant, and pulling the two young ones along to a booth, oblivious or 
unknowing of the electric sensations that Sally had felt. 

Sally surreptitiously moved to the soft drink dispenser and glanced down 
to her chest. Her nipples pressed obscenely outward against her shirt. 
Otherwise, the change was small, albeit there was a change. Sally returned 
to her till and looked over to the bust-queen, who in turn smiled at her and 
over emphasized a not-so-subtle wink. Sally glanced over to the young 
mother. The two children were eating allowing her to suckle the babe in 
her arms. Although it was done in a way to shield much of her breast from 
public view, enough of it was showing from Sally’s vantage point that she 
could see a large expanse of creamy flesh that did not seem any smaller 
than it was when she first arrived. She glanced back down to her still 
emaciated front and figured, correctly that the small volume she had taken 
from the young mother would be obvious on her but on her victim it was 
close to indistinguishable, especially as the other woman was nursing and 
rapid fluctuations in breast size were the norm. 

























An older woman approached Sally’s order-counter. The modestly busted woman 
placed her order. The woman’s bust gently pushed forward to create two small 
protrusions on her blouse as she leaned against the counter and peered up at the menu 
board. Sally again did the change-fumbling trick, ensuring twice the contact. She 
could learn to enjoy these feelings that raced between her breasts and her groin, even 
if it did next to nothing for her breasts. But, the change in her breast volume and size 
was enough that she could now see the rise of her own breasts inside of her shirt 
despite the fact her nipples achingly pushed forward, stiffer than they had ever been. 
The other swelling on her chest was something that she had not been able to see after 
she had been the victim of the huge busted woman’s theft. Sally studied her latest 
“victim” as she exited the restaurant. There is a noticeable difference! Her customer 
and victim was noticeably smaller than when she first arrived. She blushed, embarrassed 
for the other woman. Whereas the other woman had shrunk, Sally had seen and felt 
the rise of her own frontage at the expense of this customer. Sally realized that her 
breasts were now almost the same volume they had been earlier in the day! Just one 
more and I'll have it all back, she thought, smiling to herself pleasantly. 

Sally was a senior in high school. She was a good student and had managed to 
accelerate her studies somewhat so that now, in her last year, she could go to school 
part time and work part time in the morning, in an effort to put aside enough money to 
afford a slightly better (and more expensive) university. She took her job seriously 
and performed her tasks well, despite the job’s low wages. Currently it was all she 
could get without connections and a high school diploma. To some of her peers in the 
middle to upper-middle class neighbourhood, this type of job was beneath them 
personally and therefore by the same logic, those that filled those positions were also 
beneath them. 

She looked at the clock. Next door the neighbouring high school that she went to 
would soon be getting out for lunch and the restaurant would become extremely busy. 
No sooner had these thoughts passed than a noisy “herd” of seven thirteen- and fourteen- 
year-olds barged into the restaurant and queued, collectively in front of Sally. Most 
seemed to be just beginning to show womanly curves and what little they did have 
they had dressed to accentuate it. Sally remembered herself in a group similar to the 
one that was now in front of her. Like it was when she was that age, one of the girls in 
the group blossomed earlier than her sisters and had a considerably larger bust than the 
others. The smaller six seemed to defer to their larger sister, allowing the bustiest girl 
to make the group’s decisions and set its demeanour. Some things never change, Sally 
thought. Sally knew that within a year or two this tight clique of friends would fragment 
and begin filling the voids in the high school social hierarchy created by successive 
graduating classes. It wasn’t all too long ago that she too had belonged to a group not 
unlike this one. 

The ordering process was chaotic. Even at this young age some of them, spoiled by 
their looks or by their family’s wealth and affluence, behaved poorly towards her, 
treating Sally with contempt for the job she was doing. Sally somehow managed to 
keep it all straight, took the orders correctly and made the correct change, the strange 
effects of the coin never lasting long enough that they were noticed in the hectic crush. 
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By the time the crush had passed and Sally had a moment to collect her 
thoughts, shey glanced down at her front. The look of surprise on Sally’s 
face made the busty woman giggle. Sally now had a bustline larger than 
she had ever had. The bevy of teens individually lost very little, but 
collectively the volume was large enough to pad Sally’s front beyond the 
small B size into a large B-cup or even a small C-cup. Too busy to note 
any of the small changes to their own petit bosoms, the young teens had 
grabbed two booths and were filling their faces with the fat laden burgers 
and fries that would, no—doubt, fill up their breasts again, as well as their 
waistlines. By now, the turgidness of her nipples had subsided and only 
evidenced themselves as slight bumps on Sally’s changing torso’s 
topography. Still braless, Sally could see the voluminous flesh pushing 
out on her shirt. Looking at the clock, there was still half an hour left in 
her shift before she would quit work for the day and venture next door to 
the high school for her afternoon of studies. 

Sally saw trouble the minute they entered the restaurant. Janey and her 
Basketball Cheerleader lackeys entered, guaranteed to cause trouble for 
Sally. Not too many years ago it had been different. It seemed like a 
lifetime ago, Sally, Janey and another girl, Rebecca, had all been very 
close, much like the group she had just served. But then they had “grown 
up.” Attitudes and appearances had changed. Janey and her new friends 
had the physiques of “perfect 10’s.” Relatively tall, slender, tight bellied, 
straight teeth, cute faces and modestly busted, this clique of four virtually 
set the standard for all of the other girls in the high school. Vicious to a 
fault, they controlled who could do what, what they could wear and even 
had relative sway over which boys would or could get laid. Rumour had it 
that Janey had once “banished” one up-and-comer to regularly lunch with 
the nerds for a month — her indiscretion, wearing the same shoes as Janey. 
Their self defined selection process for the school’s female pecking order 
included any obvious social group, such as the Goths, girls who were tall 
or short, large busted or flat, or other noticeable physical features, those 
with tight economic situations. Anything could be used as a wedge to 
prevent others from achieving their “perfection.” They appeared to the 
school staff to be runway-perfect sweethearts, but beneath their perfect 
exterior lurked nasty bigoted bullies. 

Of course, walking into the restaurant, Janey and her friends chose 
Sally’s order-counter to place their orders. This in itself could quite possibly 
ruin Sally’s day or even her week if these bitches so desired. Three years 
ago Sally had been welcomed into this group on the basis of her looks 
alone. However, it was her economic situation that eventually created the 
impetuous for ridicule and expulsion, and as such Sally and “Janey’s clique” 
ended up on divergent paths. Even if she won a lottery today, she had 
already been cast aside and as such would remain so. For Janey, money, or 
rather lack of it, was the make-or-break point that had influenced Sally’s 


acceptance into Janey’s clique. Janey and her current friends had it, Sally 
didn’t. If perchance Janey came to her offering admission into her squad, 
Sally today would refuse. For Sally now, it was the mean-spiritedness of 
the group that she had endured first hand during her expulsion phase. Today 
much of what Janey and her friends stood for reviled her. Janey could take 
her group and stuff it! 

It started out pleasant enough. Janey must have been in a magnanimous 
mood as the whole clique, although treating her with their usual contempt, 
were not particularly abrasive or insulting. As Sally made change for each 
of these girls, she was jolted by the electric tingle of the coin’s breast flesh 
transference. The thought struck her like a fist in the face as she came to 
the realization that she, herself, could make dramatic changes to the status 
quo in her school; right the wrongs and make her school a better place to 
be. While Janey was receiving her change, Sally felt the now familiar 
tingle and was smiling at the thought of upsetting the applecart so-to-speak, 
but was startled when Janey snarkily retorted, “It better be right!” referring 
to her change. Sally simply nodded and her smile changed to her best 
Corporate counter smile as the troop turned with their orders and left. 

As she waited for the soda machine to fill an extra-large drink for the 
next customer, Sally had the opportunity to subtly determine her new 
fullness. Looking like she was smoothing down the front of her uniform 
shirt, she laid one hand on her chest, just below the collarbone. Slowly her 
hand worked its way downward and quite to her amazement, outward, 
away from her chest wall, tracing the obvious swell of her enlarged breasts. 
Her hand had just finished mounting the peak and descending down the 
other side, back to her chest wall when the buzzer for the drink dispenser 
ripped her from her self-exploration and back to the here and now. As she 
walked back to her workstation, she looked over to Ruby. The other woman 
was visibly attempting to stifle a chuckle at Sally’s reaction to her discovery. 
With change made and more tit-flesh stolen from another customer, Sally 
closed her order-counter, withdrew her cash drawer and looked over to 
where Ruby was sitting. The monstrously busted woman was gone. Sally 
was disappointed that she would not have the opportunity to thank her. 

As she changed from her uniform in the small employee lounge/locker 
room/change room, she had the first opportunity to see her new 
endowments. She gasped. Her breasts had at least doubled in volume 
from what nature had given her, and the now grapefruit sized D-cup, bra- 
filling boobs astounded her. She cupped the new additions, testing their 
weight and firmness. Quite used to the weight, texture and feel of her 
long-lost small tennis ball-sized B-cups, these two looked and felt huge. 
And heavy. She pushed them together and giggled at the sight of, Cleavage! 
And lots of it! Before there had not really been enough to effectively form 
the deep dark crack. In the past she had had to pancake the two together 
and although the cleavage itself looked OK, the rest of her chest, looked 






















somewhat odd. But not now! She had never, ever expected her breasts to 
get this big. No one in her family, either immediate or extended, was 
bigger than a C and Sally had never been one of the bigger ones in the 
family. Today that had changed. Or had it? Her thoughts of turning the 
school body’s pecking order upside down came back, and with them, a 
plan. Sally changed into her own clothes, left the restaurant and went to 
school. It was sure to be a busy afternoon. 


II. - The Wanna-bees 


Only Rebecca’s Football Cheerleader squad could vie with Janey’s 
Basketball Cheerleader squad for leadership of the school’s female 
population, and they were as equally mean-spirited. The rivalry between 
the two former best friends, Janey and Rebecca and their elitist groups was 
particularly vindictive. Nary a day would pass that either Janey or her 
rival, Rebecca, would pit “inferior” individuals or groups against each other 
in attempts to unseat the other and their respective clique from their top 
positions. Rebecca and her “D Team” were as attractive a bunch as Janey's, 
having many of the same criterion for membership. However the 
overshadowing requirement for acceptance into Rebecca’s circle was having 
a substantially larger-than-average bust. It was the mark of membership. 
Francis, the smallest of the bunch, had been verified (during a locker room 
raid while she was participating in Gym class) as wearing a double D-cup 
size bra to hold up her grapefruit-sized breasts. The others in her group 
were even larger with Rebecca being the largest. As head cheerleader of 
the school’s premier sports team, the Football team, the Riverview Hornets, 
Rebecca was entitled to wear the “Queen Bee” cheerleader jacket. Janey, 
not so subtly called the other members of Rebecca’s group “The Wanna- 
bees.” There was no love lost between the two mutually exclusive 
cheerleading squads, both Janey and Rebecca ensured that. 

Constantly pushing for the Head Cheerleader spot in Rebecca’s squad 
was Jennifer. Only slightly smaller in the group’s signature quality, Jennifer 
believed that if she could eventually achieve supremacy in breast size, she 
would also achieve supremacy of the group. For now, it enabled her to 
claim the secondary leadership position of the squad and fill in as its leader 
when Rebecca was away from school. She had been saving money from 
her part-time job to put towards a breast enlargement, so desperately was 
she fixated on her goal to supersede Rebecca in the leadership role. 

When Sally arrived at school, the buzz was all about the makeover of 
one of the real social outcasts of the school, who had, overnight, gone from 
creeping bug to butterfly. Yesterday Julia had been borderline homely, 
gangly and thin as a rail. Regularly and relatively successful at avoiding 
Janey and the “Perfect 10’s,” she was a sought-out target for tormenting by 
the “Queen and her Wanna-bees.” Rebecca was Miss Popularity while 
Julia was the plague. Rebecca’s one major flaw was her need to be the 
best, to feed her ego that her killer looks and large bust had fostered; and 
the safest and coincidentally most convenient target to feed that need in 
private and especially in public was her neighbour, Julia. Moreover, until 
yesterday, Julia had “target” written all over her. 

Today Rebecca was noticeably absent from school and Jennifer was 
attempting to fill in for Queen “Becca as leader of the D Team without 
much success. Overnight Julia had blossomed from a five foot nothing, 
curve-less and flat prepubescent looking girl into a 5” 10” wet dream: a 






















wasp-waisted, melon-breasted woman. And anyone who dared to ask 
received in return a reply in the form of the cryptic question, “How come 
the “Queen Bee’ now looks like a larvae?” All that Sally saw in Julia was 
another stepping stone in her personal quest to equalize the female 
population of the school and to turn the pecking order upside down. Julia 
was the perfect distraction to her plan. With Julia and Rebecca dukeing it 
out, The Wanna-bees would be sorely distracted and their guards down. It 
could make things easier for her. 

Sally took her largest T-shirt from her locker and went to the washroom 
to change into the larger shirt. She usually used the baggy shirt for her 
Gym class, but today, its bulkiness would be needed for another reason. 
Braless, she thought her breasts looked positively huge in the thin shirt. 
She wasn’t far from the truth and she hoped that her changes would not be 
as obvious as the alleged flaunting Julia. She checked that she still had the 
coin and then left the washroom ready to implement her plan. With Rebecca 
away today, Sally had decided to take on The Wanna-Bees’ second-in- 
command. She went to find Jennifer and her huge breasts, which would 
literally feed the second phase of her plan to level the playing field of the 
female hierarchy. 


III. — Jennifer 


The hallways were choked with students changing classes, or coming 
from or leaving for lunch. Sally shared her next class with Jennifer so she 
knew where to eventually find the number two bitch. Walking with her 
books pressed against her chest, as a sign of her former insecurity and now 
as a mask for her substantially larger bustline, Sally spied her quarry. 
Jennifer was acting the part of squad leader. Instead of walking, she was 
gliding with a hip rolling stride, physically pushing other females out of 
her way and flirting with any male that just so happened to catch her eye. 
She enjoyed days like this, Rebecca absent and her in charge. Earlier that 
morning, when she had learned that Rebecca would not be coming to school, 
she had changed from a bra that fit and into one of her older, smaller ones. 
That combined with a deep V-neck shirt that also was a size or two too 
small; and the effect proved stunning, as she overflowed the undergarment, 
pushing volumes of her creamy flesh upward and out of the small low cut 
shirt, with cleavage long, dark and deep. She casually observed the reactions 
of the male population as they did double takes to fully appreciate her. 
She looked particularly good today and she knew it too and throughout the 
day had been walking with her shoulders arched back to accentuate her 
large frontage. She loved the days when Rebecca was away. She could 
show everyone just what she was made of without the snippy remarks of 
the Queen-bee. 

Sally pushed her way through the choked hallway in an attempt to get 
in close to Jenn. In doing so, she managed to make enough contact with 
other passing female students and eventually with Jenn that she could feel 
the slow but steady enlargement of her own front. The pedestrian traffic 
bottlenecked at a crossroads and Sally took full advantage of the situation 
and gently pressed her arm cradling her books onto the shoulder blade of 
her quarry. She felt the now familiar and surprisingly comforting electric 
kisses and could feel the additional pressure in her enlarging breasts as she 
compressed her books tighter to her expanding chest. She looked down at 
herself. The front of her shirt was contorted out of shape by the seemingly 
uncontrollable growth from inside and from the textbooks she clutched 
tightly. 

One final time she bumped against Jenn. Sally looked down at her 
breasts. She was huge! Or at least to her she seemed that way. She had to 
be almost as big as her prey, although she had never seen breasts from this 
new perspective — attached to her. Letting her guard down for a moment, 
her arms fell to her sides as she continued to push her way through the 
crowd. Her breasts hung freely in their enlarged heavy splendour. Now 
Sally revelled in the increased weight hanging from her braless front. 
Surprisingly, it felt good. It felt right. She understood exactly why the D 
Team was particularly proud of their bounty. It felt empowering. She 



















knew that when she was finally done with the coin, she would make sure that her 
breasts would be at least this big. Meanwhile, the other busty girl soon felt that her 
breasts were moving a little too much inside of the mighty brassiere and as a result 
were not sitting quite right inside the large bra. Jennifer peeled off, making a quick 
detour, out of the crowd and towards the washroom in order to make a few adjustments. 
It would be her undoing. 

Sally grinned and closed in for the kill. This was the opportunity she was waiting 
for. Jenn opened the main door and sensed that one of the throng from the hall was 
following her into the washroom. In an uncharacteristic act of kindness and without 
looking back, she had given the door an extra little push and as such, Sally didn’t even 
have to touch the door. Jenn was now concentrating on the inner door. As she opened 
the inner door and passed into the washroom proper, Sally threw her books off to the 
side and grabbed her victim’s hand, yanked it backwards and closed the inner door on 
it, all the while tightening her grip on it. Jenn, yanked backwards, fell against the door, 
forcing it shut on her arm locking her in place. Sally heard the other girl curse a streak 
and demand that she be released. The electric shock flowing from Jennifer jolted 
Sally’s frame. Leaning her back against the door to help keep Jennifer just where she 
wanted her, Sally felt the gentle electrical touch rush into her hands and watched as the 
front of her shirt began to fill up even more with a steadily increasing volume. Sally 
watched as first, her nipples became erect with the erotic feelings that were rushing 
through her frame. She shivered slightly and the masses inside her shirt swayed in 
exaggerated lateral undulations. Sally felt stirrings in her groin. Her grip on Jennifer 
was loosening. Fresh struggling from Jennifer quickly yanked her from her reverie 
and back to the task at hand. 

At first Jennifer was positively ticked and as she tried, she could not force the door 
open and free her arm from her assailant. The bell rang to announce the beginning of 
the next classes drowning out another string of choice words from Jennifer. Assured 
that for the moment she had the situation under control, Sally again looked down at her 
chest. Already her breasts were larger, clearly larger than Jennifer had been when they 
first ventured into the washroom. She watched as the cantaloupes in her shirt filled up 
with a steadily increasing volume. Sally watched, amazed, as Jenn’s struggling caused 
rippling effects through her own bust. It was euphoric. Every inch of her steadily 
increasing bust felt like it was being kissed and caressed. Her nipples looked like 9 mil 
bullets and she felt sure that if she touched them they would feel that hard. They ached 
to be touched. Sally noticed that Jennifer’s struggling had stopped. She waited in 
anticipation of Jennifer’s realization that her breasts were literally being sucked off 
her chest. 

Jennifer finally clued in to the “magic” of the situation and her panic began in 
earnest. She no longer cared about her trapped arm and that part of the struggle ceased. 
With her free arm, Jennifer groped at her steadily deflating breasts, the big brassiere 
flattening down to meet the tennis ball sized B cup sized breasts she now had. Terror 
ripped through her thoughts as she realized that she was being drained of every ounce 
of her mammary flesh. Jenn believed it could be only one person. With a “No! ... My 
boobs! ... Julia ... Stop!” Sally instantly knew that Jenn had become aware of exactly 
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what was happening. “Please, stop!” Jennifer mewled. Now Sally 
understood. The cryptic statement of Julia’s now made perfect sense; 
Rebecca had somehow suffered a similar fate. 

Sally smiled at the case of mistaken identity and felt the downward pull 
of Jennifer’s arm as the girl on the other side of the door fell to her knees. 
Soon after came the soft whimpering of, “My boobs! Gimme back my 
boobs!” and that eventually became sobs and the arm pulled still further 
downward as Jennifer finally sank completely to a heap on the washroom 
floor. Sally moved downward with Jennifer’s arm and released some of 
the tension, realizing there was no fight left coming from the other side of 
the door and her victim had simply sagged down to the floor, her will 
power, strength and fight drained from her like every ounce of breast flesh 
she had lost. The begging took on a different tone as the captured girl 
pleaded to Sally to “Please, please, Julia, leave me something.” 

The resistance, albeit feeble began again, as Jenn realized that she would 
receive no mercy from her captor. Then there was no resistance attempting 
to pull the hand into the washroom and abruptly the subtle electric shocks 
ended. Sally held on for a moment more before realizing that she must 
have transferred every last ounce of breast flesh from the once mighty D 
Team second-in-command. Quiet sobbing came from the other side of the 
door and there was no resistance attempting to pull the arm back inside the 
washroom. For the first time she felt a hint of pity for the trapped girl. 
Sally released Jennifer’s hand and it was slowly pulled into washroom. 
Sally knew that Jenn had figuratively been squeezed dry. Sally on the 
other hand was not. She glistened with a layer of perspiration, a result of 
the throes of ecstasy she had felt over the last few minutes. Her panties felt 
soaked and she could feel a rivulet of her own lubricant slowly moving 
down her leg. The small room smelled strongly of her sex and it only 
added to her raging desires. Between her own deep quick breaths she 
listened for movement above the soft sobbing coming from the other side 
of the door. There was none. The other girl was motionless. 

Jennifer’s world had collapsed in much the same way her brassiere had. 
She had depended upon her healthy chest for her own self-esteem. With it 
gone, she felt she now had none. Her vindictive days were over. The 
nastiness she had dealt to others had finally come back to haunt her. A 
shell of the woman she once had been, she would learn how to live flat 
chested, forever envious of women with even B cup breasts. 

Her foot now bracing the outside door shut, Sally quickly gathered up 
her books. She looked around the small washroom vestibule, making sure 
she had gathered up all of her belongings. She had to make sure that she 
left no traces of herself ever being here. Her breasts were now so swollen, 
she guessed that they had to be as big as a head — well maybe not her head, 
but perhaps a child’s head! Jenn’s donation had more than doubled the 
size of her breasts. Quickly Sally pulled the neckline of the shirt away 
from her torso. There inside were two honeydew melon-sized breasts. 


She swallowed hard, not believing what she was seeing. She felt a dampness 
forming again in her crotch as the eroticism of the moment caught up with 
her. Remembering her task, she took a deep breath, shook her head to 
clear the gauzy cobwebs of eroticism from her mind and quickly and quietly 
left the washroom vestibule, merging into the still crowded hall, books 
pulled even tighter against her even fuller front. Now for the tough task, 
she thought to herself, hurrying along, hoping that Janey would be, as 
usual, late returning from lunch. 

























IV. - The Plan In Motion 


She thought about how she could sneak up on the B-ball cheerleader 
chief; give her the coin; how she would react to the transfer; how she would 
get the coin back; how she would get away; and how ... Her mind raced 
almost as fast as her oversized tits jiggled inside her tight shirt. There were 
so many things that could go wrong. 

Sally stopped short of the school’s front doors and cautiously entered 
the vestibule of the main entrance. Janey was holding court just outside of 
the main doors at the front of the school. Her three friends, Kris, Allie and 
Louise sat on the steps while Janey was extolling some tale. Sally watched 
the scene from between the double doors trying to formulate a plan. She 
gazed upon these four who thought so highly of themselves. If she could 
swing it, they would all get some form of comeuppance. There was a real 
risk of losing the coin permanently, but it was the only way she would be 
able to execute her plan. Janey had to be the owner of the coin, whether 
she knew it or not. Sally would sacrifice all of her own newly gained 
bounty only if she were assured of regaining the magical coin. She would 
also have to hide the two melons she was smuggling inside her shirt from 
Janey and her friends or else they would most certainly become overly 
suspicious. Part of her plan was to remain anonymous and if necessary let 
the newest bombshell Julia, take the fall. The subtle, but none-the-less 
noticeable electric kisses would no doubt present another obvious problem. 
Hopefully Janey wouldn’t figure it out until Sally’s plan was complete. 
There were so many things that could go wrong. But the reward, not just 
for herself, but the whole school’s female population, would be close to 
priceless. Compelled by these thoughts, she knew she would have to 
continue. She just couldn’t get over the feelings she had. The fullness of 
her shirt, the heavy pull of her front, the animated motions of her two new 
friends, all felt too good — too right. Somehow she knew she was destined 
to carry a heavy load. Parting with this particular load would be tough, but 
deep down she knew she would again have breasts as big — or even bigger! 
She smiled to herself. The thought of even larger breasts was suddenly 
very appealing. 

“... gotta corral those zeppelins,” came the end of a sentence with the 
whoosh of the opening outer door. Corrine, the girl with the largest breasts 
in the school, had a tinge of pink in her cheek, clearly embarrassed again 
by comments Janey had made. Corrine crossed the small area between the 
double doors quickly without paying Sally any attention. Sally watched 
her go, amazed that she could see as much as six inches of each of the 
monumentally endowed girl’s breasts projecting beyond the sides of her 
narrow torso. Despite her apparent bulkiness, Corrine moved with the 
grace of a cat, the tight fitting five inch wide band of her bra telling much 
about the cantilevered load it carried in the front. 


Turning her back to the four “lookers,” Sally feigned looking in her 
purse for something, purposefully remaining hunched over in order to 
attempt to hide her huge tits. Her whole posture was now so different. 
Before her purse could rest against her leg or her belly while she rummaged. 
Not now. Hunched over, she was craning her neck to gaze over her 
prodigious frontage to see what was in her purse. It was no longer pressed 
against her body. She had to also hold it away from herself to see inside. 
She smiled with joy at the apparent inconvenience. 

While Sally had been draining Jenn of her bounty, the bell had rung 
signalling the end of another period and at that time the next classes would 
begin in five minutes. Now there was less than a minute until the next 
classes began. Janey indicated that the group should go in and on to their 
classes, while she, with an empty coffee cup in hand turned the other way 
towards a garbage can. “Go ahead, I'll catch up,” she called over her 
shoulder. Sally pulled the coin from her pocket and clutched it tightly in 
her hand. The other three hurried past her without really seeing her, caught 
up in their own conversation. The closing of the inner door abruptly cut 
off the sounds of their voices. 

Janey opened the outer door. Sally waited. The magical coin felt like it 
was burning a hole in her hand. The seconds seemed like hours. When 
Janey stopped to pull the inner door open, Sally tried to slip the coin into 
the retreating girl’s pocket, but with her own additional girth and changed 
center of gravity, Sally’s timing, posture and grace were off and she missed. 
Cursing to herself, she let her momentum carry her through the door, 
following her quarry; books again clasped tight to her chest, coin clenched 
tightly in her left hand. Janey’s pace was quick as she hurried to catch up 
with her friends. 

The hallways became steadily more crowded as the students, dragging 
every minute out of their lunch, hurried to make it to class on time. Sally 
could feel the gentle kisses of transfers from others, as she accidentally 
rubbed and bumped against them as she negotiated her way through the 
milling crowd. Her heart raced with the sensations from the kisses and the 
thrill of the chase. Her quarry caught up with her friends and her pace 
slowed. Exchanging a few words, the group gradually broke up, all 
members headed in different directions. Janey, however, stopped at her 
locker. This would be Sally’s only chance until after next class. She held 
the coin so tightly in her fingertips that they had turned white from lack of 
blood. Janey stooped to get something from the bottom of her locker. As 
she stood, Sally made her move. Forgetting that she had to keep her huge 
frontage hidden, her right hand swung into action bearing the coin, while 
her left hand carrying her books, swung in the opposite direction to help 
her maintain her balance. Sally’s oversize bust bumped into her quarry 
and she slid the coin into Janey’s back pocket. Mumbling, “Sorry,” she 
continued down the hall, her books and arms again pressed tightly against 



















her huge bust. The plan in motion and Sally hoped that later she would 
have the opportunity to recover the coin. 





V. The Cheerleaders 


Janey, regaining her balance in her squatting position, caught off guard 
and disoriented by the shove she had just received, looked to see who had 
just pushed her, but due to the crowded hall it could have been any one of 
a dozen or more people. Closing her locker, she hurried to her next class. 
As she hustled down the hall, she shivered as she felt what seemed to be 
static electric shocks. Shrugging it off as feeling chilled by the air- 
conditioned school after just coming in from outside, she entered her class 
and took her seat in the class. The class itself was uneventful although her 
bra did seem to be a bit uncomfortable. 

The crush from the class back outside was filled with those weird electric 
like shocks again. It couldn’t be the air-conditioning, could it? By the 
time she was back out in front of the school again her bra was definitely 
feeling too tight. At least it seemed like her bra. While she waited for her 
friends she glanced at her reflection in the glass doors. Twisting at the 
waist, she appraised her profile. Flat belly, nice projection of her breasts. 
Nothing really seemed out of the ordinary although the cups of her bra 
seemed smaller and tighter than usual. 

The first to arrive was Allie who joined Janey sitting on the bench. 
Janey made small talk with her friend, waiting for their two straggler friends. 
Kris arrived momentarily with Louise, carrying take away coffees for the 
whole group. This would explain their tardiness. Louise passed a cup to 
Janey and in doing so their fingers touched. The electric surprised Janey 
and she accidentally dropped the cup. Coffee spilled over the ground. 
“Great!” muttered Janey sarcastically. Louise has a puzzled look on her 
face. “Static electricity, I guess,” was Janey’s reply. Kristine flopped onto 
the bench beside Janey. Angling herself to face her friends, her knee came 
to rest against Janey’s’. The “static electricity” began again. And her breasts 
felt even tighter in her bra. 

On top of the exotic and erotic feelings her friends were inadvertently 
giving her, pulses of desire raced between her breasts and her clitoris. 
Hunched over, elbow on her knee with her head supported in the palm of 
her hand, she squeezed her thighs together in a feeble attempt to stem the 
Oh-so pleasant feelings. As she leaked into her panties, Janey was distracted 
enough by the feelings in her loins and the tender electric kisses that she 
was consciously unaware of the additional pressure that her bra was now 
exerting upon what had become her grapefruit sized jugs. Hunched over 
as she was, her oversize shirt hung from her front hiding the growing masses 
from the view of her friends and herself. Her breathing was becoming 
steadily more difficult as she unknowingly absorbed breast flesh from her 
three friends, becoming even further sexually charged with each ounce 
she stole from them. Janey hoped that her friends would not be able to 
smell her sexually charged self. She was sure she could. 














































Sally watched the proceedings, hoping that things would speed up. 
Louise pulled out her Discman, parked her cute butt on the armrest of the 
bench, forcing Janey to inch even closer to Kris, making even more contact. 
Plugging one of the earphones in her own ear, Louise gave the other 
earphone to Janey. In doing so, she too now came in contact with Janey as 
the short cable ensured it. Heads bobbing, talking as they listened, Janey 
gave her opinion on the track that Louise was playing for her. Allie leaned 
forward and tried to share Louise’s earphone, her hand resting lightly on 
Janey’s shoulder. 

Sally was frustrated. Due to the angle of vision from her vantage point 
between the school’s main double doors, she could not see the effects of 
the transfer. As all of the girls were wearing relatively baggy oversized 
shirts, even the shrinking of the modest B- and C-cups of those that on 
occasion might come into her line of sight were obscured. 

The huddle around Janey broke up with the end of the song and personal 
space was regained as Louise and Allie both stood up and the Discman was 
put away, Kris shuffled over slightly and broke contact with Janey. Sally 
could just scream. It was taking too long and if there was a lull in the 
conversation and activities, she was sure that Janey would most certainly 
notice that she was considerable larger than she had been before. That 
would have the others checking themselves out and... 

Janey’s cell phone chirruped. Extracting the phone, she chatted for a 
few seconds. Her look changed to one of excitement. She waved to her 
friends. Kris moved in closed, Louise returned to her seat on the bench 
armrest and Allison scurried back around to the back of the bench. They 
huddled around the cell phone, watching — touching. The huddle lasted 
almost a minute. The bell rang as Janey snapped shut the phone and the 
huddle again broke up. Drawing a deep breath, she realized just how tight 
her brassiere had become. 

Being so wrapped up in all the activities, Louise, Kris and Allie never 
realized that all of the contact with Janey had left them all virtually flat 
chested. Janey stood to full height and Sally from her vantage point was 
quick to notice the marked difference as Janey’s breasts now contained the 
full volume of her own plus that of Louise, Allison and Kristine. Allie 
screamed and pointed at the cantaloupes pressing outward behind Janey’s 
shirt, slightly deformed in their appearance because of the much too small 
C cup brassiere capping the huge spheres. Janey looked down at her huge 
front and in a reaction to her surprise, gripped the monsters hiding in her 
shirt to confirm what her eyes told her were protruding from her chest. 
There was much more there than there was a minute ago. Seconds later the 
three others all realized that something else was tragically wrong with their 
own breasts. More screaming ensued as the three now bosom-less friends 
compressed their B and C cup brassieres flat to their chests. Within seconds, 
the three flatties were making a beeline for their respective homes with 
their schoolbooks pressed tightly to their emaciated chests, too afraid to be 
seen in public looking so different than they usually did. 


VI. - Janey 


Janey was stunned. Stammering, she watched her friends peeling away 
at a complete loss to explain exactly what had just transpired. She looked 
down at the new monsters rising from her chest, each breast still gripped 
tightly by her own hands, fingers splayed, looking like spiders hugging a 
ball. No longer did she fit her envisioned “perfection.” Her boobs were 
now simply too big for that image. She tried to re-evaluate what had 
happened to her, to her friends, what her boy-friend would say, what her 
parents would say, where she now stood in the pecking order of things. 
Shock took over her thought processes. Her best friends were now so 
obviously different from her that, in her twisted view, they could no longer 
belong in her clique. Her clique made fun of “flat chested” girls. It had 
not completely sunk in that given the same criterion; she was now too 
busty to belong to the clique she herself had also belonged to. 

Sally had been watching these events transpire with glee. It could not 
have happened in a better way. It saved her a lot of work having Janey 
inadvertently make some of the changes Sally had envisioned for Louise, 
Allie and Kristine. She watched as Janey, with a look of horror on her face 
groping at the melons attached to her front. Sally chuckled to herself, 
trying to imagine how Janey would now feel about her clique now. She 
stifled a laugh as she recalled the Groucho Marx quote about how he would 
not belong to any club that would have him as a member. It somehow 
seemed so fitting for Janey now. Sally thought of the immediate 
ramifications. With the Basketball Cheerleading squad now comprised of 
an F- or G-cup leader, three double A-cup alternates and a hand-full of B- 
and C-cuppers rounding out the squad, there would be complete disarray. 
Sally was sure that in short order, there would be many changes coming to 
that squad, as Janey would no doubt be turfed as the team captain. Her 
best friends too, would, no doubt be cast off of the team also as is the 
nature of Cheerleading, there had to be a bit of jiggle on the squad to keep 
the spectators’ attention between ends. Currently, the only jiggling that 
Louise, Kris and Allie could do would be if they were to sell Jell-O in the 
stands. Sally actually giggled at the mental image. 

Janey moved like a robot, rigid in all her motions, unsure of her new 
center of balance, unsure of what just happened, unsure of what to do next. 
Sally’s next problem was how to try to retrieve her coin. As Janey carefully 
bent over to pick up her purse, Sally swung into action. Bursting forth 
from her vantage point between the double doors, she jumped on to Janey 
from behind, and tackled her, sending the two of them crashing to the 
ground with Sally on top. Laying on top of the face down Janey, Sally 
held the other girl’s head down in the grass with one hand while she put 
her hand over Janey’s mouth to prevent the other girl from screaming. 
Immediately she felt the effects of the transfer as her own melon-sized 






















breasts began to melt away, sure that a corresponding inflation was 
irreparably changing Janey’s life. Janey struggled to get her unknown 
assailant off or at least try to determine who held her fast. Still Sally held 
her firm. Sally felt the continuous deflation of her breasts and the 
corresponding drop in height that resulted. She was beginning to regret 
the loss of her “friends” and was beginning to have second thoughts about 
giving Janey her bloated breasts. Meanwhile, as Sally became steadily 
smaller and more indecisive, Janey’s small melons sized breasts were not 
so small any more, steadily applying greater pressure to her once bulky 
designer blouse. 

When Sally was almost completely flat chested, she began her struggle 
to regain ownership of the coin. She pushed her hand into Janey’s back 
pants pocket to retrieve the coin. Overwhelmed by the force of the assault, 
the increasing feelings of lust, the additional pressure and sensitivity of 
her breasts, Janey, struggling in all of the wrong directions, was too weak 
to effectively fight back. All-in all, Sally noticed that Janey actually 
presented very little resistance. When Sally was sure that she was now 
back to the level that Ruby had left her this morning after her first visit, she 
felt the coin. When her fingers securely held the coin, she pulled the copper 
piece out of the pocket and felt the electric touch of the transfer begin to 
refill her own chest. Almost immediately her knees began to feel weak as 
she recalled the ecstasy that this small round copper piece produced. 
Quickly she rose to break contact with Janey and wheeled away, now 
unencumbered by the previously over fifteen pounds of titflesh. She 
disappeared before Janey could even rise up to look around. 

Janey, stunned by the speed and nature of the attack, the lustful feelings 
that had soaked her panties again and had made steel-like thumb-tip sized 
nubs of her nipples, was slow to realize that her attacker had gone. Slowly 
she picked herself up and struggled to a sitting position, chest heaving, 
breathing hard from the four orgasms she had just had. She looked down 
at herself. Shock would not let her believe what she actually saw, and she 
truly felt she was just dreaming what she saw. Watermelon-sized breasts 
had popped three of the middle buttons of her now miniscule shirt. Her 
breasts hung from her front like gallon jugs, pulling apart the once fitted 
blouse. She had thought that she had been large breasted before, but now... 
her breaths came in great gulps again as the shock of the changes set in and 
she realized that what she saw was actually her. With each gulping inhale, 
the monstrous mounds of titflesh responded by seeming to leap from her 
chest, appearing to be growing substantially larger. She could not believe 
the immensity of her breasts. She refused to believe. She couldn’t accept 
this. Struggling to stand, she got to her feet, staggering like she was drunk. 
Her whole center of gravity now very different than it had been just four 
minutes ago. She realized that she now rivalled Corrine for the largest 
breasts in the school. She hefted one breast, testing its weight. It was 
enough to upset her fragile balance and she staggered again. It dawned on 


her that her breasts might now be even larger that Corrine’s. Thoughts of 
horror passed through her mind. For years she had used Corrine and her 
hugeness against Rebecca. Hell, now she would even make Rebecca look 
small-breasted. “They” would dwarf Queen Bee Rebecca and all of the 
Wanna-bees together! She now realized that everything she detested about 
that clique she now embodied and more. “My life is ruined!” she sobbed 
to herself. Then the realization that she had to hide came quickly after 
that. I can’t be seen like this!!! she thought to herself as she staggered 
home, unfamiliar with the dramatic change in her center of gravity, each 
step presenting new challenges as each footfall and step were dramatically 
exaggerated in the over twenty pounds of tit. 

























VII. - Reflection 


Sally apologized to her teacher that she was late arriving for her next 
class. The teacher knew that Sally held a part time job and was working 
before coming to school and on occasion, if her replacement was late or 
sick, Sally would have to leave work late, sometimes missing more than 
one class. The teacher assumed that today was one of those rare days. 
Sally was too distracted to pay much attention to the day’s lesson as she 
was formulating a plan to bulk up her own bustline again. Rebecca would 
be a lovely swansong for her, assuming that Julia hadn’t got to her first, 
and besides, Queen ‘Becca would have to wait anyways since she wasn’t 
at school today. Although she had not believed in charmed objects before 
today, the changes to Julia and the cryptic statements she made about 
Rebecca had her beginning to think otherwise (not knowing of Rebecca’s 
run-in with Julia the day before and the results there-of). Besides, there 
were still two more Wanna-bees to even the score with and there was no 
doubt in Sally’s mind that they would be donating to her cause, whether 
they liked it or not. However, she would have to hit them after school. 
Cindy, the largest of the remaining Wanna-bees, would be the easier target 
of the two, so she would be first to be relieved of her “load.” 

Sitting in the class, Sally felt naked. She missed the fullness and 
heaviness of the large breasts she had just given up. Her large shirt was 
now grotesquely stretched and fit her more like a sack than a shirt. The 
neckline gaped forward and Sally realized that she could gaze down inside 
the misshapen garment and actually see her flat front and nickel-size areola 
punctuated by pencil eraser sized nipples. What had amazed her about the 
rise and fall of her own chest was that even after her breasts had been as 
big as bowling balls, now that she was completely flat-chested again there 
was absolutely no indication that she had ever had breasts any bigger than 
the pancakes she now had. The skin on her chest was tight to the musculature 
below it. There were no billowing ears of deflated breasts, no stretch marks, 
nothing to give any indication that she had been anything but her current 
AA-Cup flat. In the short time that she had been carrying huge tits, Sally 
had grown to like the look and feel of the enlarged frontage, despite the 
fact that she had attempted to keep them hidden from everyone at school. 
She had become a large bust convert, desiring the look, feel and heat that 
large breasts brought. She now despised the fact that she was again flat 
chested. After school, Cindy and her double D’s would remedy that. Her 
determination left her face in an unpleasant scowl, prompting even 
acquaintances from saying hello, figuring she was in a foul mood. 

She took out the mysterious coin and studied it. Running her fingertip 
across the face of the coin, she felt the slight embossment of the stamped 
metal. However, the coin had no special feel, no real uniqueness about it 
other than the actual images raised on each side. Exactly the size, thickness 
and colour of a new penny, she recognized the seabird on one side as a 


booby. She stifled a giggle, as she understood the somewhat obscure pun. 
The teacher, meanwhile droned on and much of the class seemed asleep. 
Sally flipped the coin over to the obverse. “25p” and “The Republic of 
Mastomacs” made a complete circle around the figure in the center. Looking 
closely at the figure, she marvelled at the detail. On the tip of a crag was 
a very large breasted woman standing on tiptoe, holding a torch aloft. Her 
waist length hair was whipped by the wind. Other than a pair of sandals 
she wore what appeared to be a scarf, one end flat against her pubic mound 
and tight, flat belly, snaking up between her monstrous breasts, around her 
neck and back into the cavernous cleavage, only to emerge below her breast, 
tight to her torso, the other loose end carried by the wind just like her hair. 
Although very small the details of the face looked oddly familiar. Without 
a jewellers eyepiece she could not be sure to whom it belonged. At least 
you do amazing work, she thought referring to the traceless transference 
of breast flesh and the skin that surrounds it. The bell sounded announcing 
the end of the class jolting Sally back to the here and now. She then realized 
that she had been studying the coin’s details for almost twenty minutes. 

The crush of students rushing to clear the school after the last class 
created an unexpected boon for Sally. In between the time she left the 
class and finally cleared the front door of the school, she had reached 
orgasm twice and had packed on enough new boobage that she was slightly 
fuller than she had been the morning before she had first met Ruby. That 
in itself could have buoyed up her spirits, but knowing that what she had 
now was only the start made her clearly ecstatic. She could hardly wait. 

Despite the oppressive heat of the day, Sally was giggling all the way 
to the mall as she thought of all the devastation that she had wrought already, 
enjoying the feel of her unrestrained large orange-sized C-cup breasts as 
they moved of their own volition with every step she took. She knew that 
Janey would be absolutely devastated by her changes. As for her “friends,” 
they would never see eye-to-eye on the vanity subject any more. And to 
top it all Kris, Allie and Louise would surely blame Janey for ruining their 
“perfect 10” figures and no doubt the rest of their lives. All that remained 
was to now bulk up her own bustline, and there were at least two Wanna- 
bees left, both of whom would be donating their everything to her own 
personal cause, before the afternoon was done, whether they liked it or 
not. She would ensure it. “The Bigger Bust For Sally Fund,” had a certain 
pleasant ring to her ears and, only boobie donations accepted, right Cindy, 
right Francis. What? No more to give? You two can’t hold out on me now! 
You two have to help me look like I’m stealing football helmets from your 
team. In her mind’s eye she watched the draining of the Wanna-Bees from 
their mighty mini melon size straight down to fried eggs and beyond. Yes, 
she relished in the thought. Only two small dark clouds marred her clear 
and very sunny outlook. The only questions that remained were Julia and 
the other prize pumpkins — Rebecca. Not that it mattered for the moment. 
Or did it? Where do they fit into the puzzle, she thought to herself, pulling 
the doors of the mall open. 






















VIII. - Cindy 


Cindy Lancaster worked in the mall at one of the small clothing stores 
as a Sales assistant/cashier. Originally the smallest-breasted of Rebecca’s 
crew of bra busters, her double D-cup grapefruits kept the group average 
at a “reasonable” size. Certainly the cutest of the bunch, Cindy might have 
originally been able to fit into Janey’s little group if she could have fit into 
the requisite B or C cup brassiere. Ostracized because of her “nine and 
three quarters out of ten” good looks, Rebecca had befriended Cindy if 
only to prove to Janey that the Football Cheerleader Queen Bee and the 
Wanna Bees had taste as well as outstanding good looks in their midst. 
Recently, however, she had undergone a small growth spurt through the 
winter and had surpassed Francis’ own slightly larger than E-cup bust size, 
leaving Francis to be the butt of the internal jibbing and ribbing about 
“small” breast size. 

As Sally walked into the store she gave the staff the “once-over.” It 
was easy to tell that the staff of the store had been hired more for their eye- 
candy appeal than most anything else, and although Cindy was noticeably 
larger than her two other co-workers, the comparatively smaller two were 
still able to pack a D cup bra very nicely — thank-you-very-much. 

Sally searched out Cindy. Her prey was not at the front of the store — 
this could definitely work in her favour. Eventually she spied the busty 
blonde bombshell, at the rear of the store. In a fit of self-indulgence, while 
in the process of walking from the front of the store to the back, Sally 
stopped to small talk with the other two clerks. Not missing an opportunity 
to spread the titflesh around, she “hit” upon the other two clerks, drawing 
off at least a half cup from each, filling her own front to a solid D cup, 
matching them ounce for ounce. Sally found Cindy folding jeans near the 
back of the deserted store. Cindy looked up and noticed the much-maligned 
Sally, schoolbooks clasped tightly to her chest hiding her now prominent 
assets and misshapen oversized shirt. 

“We”ve got nothing here that would interest YOU,” Cindy spat, poising 
herself, with her back slightly arched, punching her sizable breasts 
tauntingly forward. Sally, looking particularly awkward, reached into her 
purse and pulled out her one and only credit card. Although it allowed 
only a maximum of three hundred dollars, Cindy would never know that. 
“I'm here to get something,” she said, lowering her gaze to the bra busters 
stretching her quarry’s shirt. “There are a couple of things I'd like to leave 
with,” she smiled a forced weak smile while almost splitting a gut internally 
at her intentional pun. Pulling here eyes off the prizes she was sure she 
would win, she indicated to the rest of the empty store and continued, “and 
1t sure looks like you could use a sale.” 

Cindy could only agree that she could use a sale, regardless of where it 
came from, but outwardly she maintained her cool and biting facade. “OK, 
wad’ ya want,” she stated with a tone of measured reluctance in her voice. 


Inadvertently, Sally let her guard down when she put her books down 
to help Cindy rummage for something for her. Although the shirt was 
overly large and baggy, Sally’s pert, grapefruit-sized breasts made enough 
of an impression in the shirt that alarm bells went off in boob-conscious 
Cindy’s head. Appraising the insect of a woman beside her, Cindy seemed 
to recall that Sally had only ever been a B-cupper, well maybe a small C 
cupper, with firm apple-sized breasts, yet here she was standing beside her 
and, God-damn-it, they gotta be bigger than that. Sally leaned forward to 
pick up an item she had dropped and Cindy caught a quick glimpse of the 
actual mass of Sally’s breasts. She was now sure that Sally was quite a bit 
larger than she had been before. But it had been such a quick “flash” she 
couldn’t really be sure. Unbelieving she muttered to herself that her eyes 
were lying to her and that there was no way Sally could have been even 
bigger than she was. 

With her hand in her pocket to reassure herself that she still had the 
coin, Sally began by enquiring about the pants that Cindy had been folding. 
She ensured as much contact as possible with Cindy as the salesclerk 
showed her the inventory. Bit by bit, Sally could feel her own inventory 
gradually increasing in the form of the additional weight on her chest. 
Weak in the knees, she felt the gush of her own lubricant flood her panties, 
again for the fifth time today. She cautiously checked her progress against 
that of her shrinking host. Sally had relieved the once busty girl of about 
a third of her volume when the latter became aware of something, but she 
wasn’t sure just what. Their sizes had reversed and despite the size and 
stretched shape of Sally’s shirt, it was getting harder to hide the growing 
masses. The shirt was beginning to fit a little better. It almost seemed like 
it was beginning to become tighter. Cindy, near panic at the weird changes 
in Sally that she was picking up on a subconscious level and the physically 
odd feeling she felt in and about her own breasts, excused herself, quickly, 
at almost arun, and made her way to the very back of the store and ventured 
through the small vestibule and into one of the change rooms. 

Sally cautiously followed Cindy only as far as the vestibule, noting 
into which change room she went. Cindy was completely oblivious to her 
surroundings as her thoughts were completely centered on her shrunken 
chest. Sally waited for the latch on the stall to click home before she 
openly studied the situation. Inside the stall, Cindy could be heard striping 
off her blouse and then her brassiere and in hushed yet panicked tones 
commenting to herself on the reduced state of her once extra large bosom. 
Abruptly a large cupped bra landed on the floor next to the designer running 
shoes. “No! No!” could be heard in whispered tones from inside the closed 
change room. Sally could see Cindy’s slender ankles below the door of 
the change room stall, as the three-quarter-size door was at least a foot 
from the ground. The problem was that the door opened inward and as a 
result, Sally would have little or no control over the current situation if she 
were to just latch onto Cindy and drain her of the substantial volume that 






















she still had. All Cindy would have to do to confront her directly would be 
to open the door and conceivably Sally would end up “falling” into the 
stall. 

Sally realized that she would have to act quickly and no doubt that 
when she did Cindy would raise an alarm. Throwing caution to the wind, 
Sally lay down on her belly outside the cubicle and gauged her grab at the 
nervously-dancing Cindy’s ankles. With both hands she latched onto each 
of the quarry’s legs and hung on as if her life depended upon it. Cindy, 
shocked by being forcibly grabbed around the ankles, fell hard, landing 
with her pert butt on the small bench, the wind being knocked out of her by 
the impact and the shock, stifling the scream that had been welling up. 

Sally felt the now beloved kisses and with each inhalation she felt her 
shirt get progressively tighter. Cindy quickly recovered and began an 
attempt to free herself of her attacker. Shock and anger gave way to fury 
as Sally held on and Cindy became progressively more angry and frightened 
by her attacker. 

“Let go!” she raged, squirming with all her might, concentrating on the 
trouble gripping her ankles, completely oblivious to her steadily shrinking 
bustline. Sally hung on for as long as she could, she refused to let go, her 
determination overcoming any regrets that she would have if Cindy broke 
free and this plan did not pan out. Only by concentrating on the sensation 
made from contact with Cindy drove her to hang on. Abruptly the kisses 
stopped and with it Sally’s motivation to hang on. 

Sally withdrew and using the cubicle door to help her leverage herself 
upright, Sally stood up. Cradling her football helmet sized spheres hiding 
in her shirt; she quickly staggered out of the change area and made a beeline 
for the front of the store and the exit, stopping only to scoop up her books. 
The other two clerks noticed her swift departure and assumed she was 
perhaps stealing something and they were moving to intervene when a 
blood-curdling scream emanated from the change rooms. Cindy had 
discovered the theft! Her co-workers peeled off at a run, their own still- 
generous tits swaying with their rapid strides. 

Sally quickly found the mall washroom to ensure that she had evaded 
her perceived pursuers and to check to see if she was still reasonably 
presentably dressed. With her top stretched in every direction to contain 
the goliaths hiding inside, she wanted to be sure she was still dressed 
decently, albeit erotically. She looked into the mirror and for the first time 
today actually “saw” herself with large — no huge — boobs! Time seemed 
to stand still as she reeled from the shock of her new profile. Bigger than 
her head, each breast exploded from just below her collarbone and together 
they were wider than her chest. 

A whispered “Wow!” escaped her lips as she pushed some errant hair 
from her face and began to twist at the waist, trying to take in a profile 
view of her new landscape. Nowhere as large as Ruby, but seriously coming 


close to the likes of Janey, Corinne and perhaps the rumoured Julia, she 
would no doubt be the in the top five bra-busters at school. She smiled to 
herself. Her brow furrowed as a thought hit her. There was no way she 
could let Janey hold the title of having the biggest tits in the school. (She 
put a hand to her mouth at the thought of calling hers or any other friend or 
enemy’s boobs “tits.” Reassessing her frontage again, she realized that 
she had moved from the feminine terrain of soft words like “boobs and 
boobies” into the matter-of-fact statement that her breasts made — “tits.”) 
Janey, that twisted witch, would no doubt try to use the title of having the 
biggest tits in school to her advantage once the shock of her exploded 
frontage had passed. Sally would make sure that Janey remained only 
second best. It was time for her to hit on the smallest of the Wanna-Bees, 
the tiny-titted, double D-cup Francis. 

























IX. - Francis 


Squatting, Francis gently lowered herself onto the rigid pole. The 
anticipation of this moment and the searing heat of the day had made her 
as slick as she could ever remember. For her and the D Team this would be 
acoup. Brian, the Captain of the Basketball team, was probably the most 
sought after male in their school, particularly by the Football Cheerleading 
Squad. The rivalries between the two groups of women were at their razor’s 
edge when it came to the teams that they supported. The respective teams 
that cheerleading squads supported were jealously guarded, and every means 
was taken to protect their property. Brian was a particularly choice specimen 
of masculinity and as such the Basketball Cheerleading Squad had taken 
great pains to keep him from straying outside of their squad and in particular 
away from as much contact with Rebecca and her Football Cheerleading 
Squad as they possibly could. It was no secret that the tall, muscular blonde 
center had delighted in seeding every nubile member of the Basketball 
Cheerleading Squad at least once. There was no doubt he had taken his 
sizable plunger to Janey’s plumbing in the past on a number of occasions, 
as there were certain “expectations” of the Captains of the sports team and 
their respective Cheerleading Squads. But it seemed to Francis and her 
frontage, which was almost three times the size and volume of the former 
Janey, had won over the big boob loving Basketball center. 

Slowly impaling herself, she revelled in the feel of her lover’s large 
hands, one gripping each of her chest-melons and the steady filling of her 
hungry void. If he was as good as it was rumoured to be, she would make 
sure she kept him for a while. Today she was going to ensure that Brian 
had such a good time that it would be tough for Janey or anyone on her 
Squad from pulling him back into their folds. 

In the small community of the school population, it seemed that this 
rendezvous was almost common knowledge. Besides the dramatic, 
overnight changes to Julia, the next buzz sweeping the female gossip 
grapevine was this tryst. Francis had earlier bragged about how she was 
going to “take Brian away from Janey.” The other camp had been plotting 
furiously how Janey and the B-ball squad would keep the errant and straying 
stud Captain in their folds, figuratively and literally. The date and time 
were almost as well-publicized. Only the exact location remained a mystery, 
although there were only so many places two young folk could escape to 
engage in a quickie. During lunch, Janey and her three friends had made a 
plan to beat Francis to the punch, by engaging Brian first, before Francis 
could drag him away. By taking more than just one of them, it would ensure 
that Brian remained Basketball-pure. Janey had taken most of the earlier 
lunch hour to finally decide that it would be she and Alison who would 
both seduce the stud. Kristine and Louise had reluctantly acquiesced; both 
recalling their own “X-rated” times alone with the well-hung cocksman. 


Their plans went kaput and Brian was completely forgotten when Sally 
changed the pecking order of the B-ball cheerleading squad. 

Sally was on her way to one of the three “make-out” places she knew 
of. If she couldn’t find them there she’d try the next one. She felt a bead 
of perspiration run down her back. She hadn’t realized just how much her 
new burdens actually weighed. A layer of greasy sweat had developed 
where none had ever been before. In the cleavage and against her lower 
chest where the football helmet sized breasts sagged against her torso were 
wet. For Sally it was a different, wonderful new sensation despite its 
seemingly unpleasant connotations. The greasy slickness only seemed to 
act as a lubricant for her swaying breasts. 

Down by the river was an old ruin of one of the old water pump houses 
that had supplied the area with water about seventy years earlier. The roof 
had long ago collapsed but the stout timbers and thick planking that had 
made up the floor still remained. The once polished floor still retained 
some of its original smoothness and it was amazing that vandals had not 
torched this one over the years like so many of the other similar ruins. For 
the town youths, it was a perfect place for a certain level of privacy. The 
walls provided protection from distant prying eyes and made for the perfect 

























spot for Friday night parties and underage drinking. Monday afternoon on 
a scorcher of a day like this one, the cool of the brick and mortar and the 
shade of the walls from the blistering sun would make it a natural first 
choice for Brian and Francis to seek the seclusion they desired, and 
therefore, it was the first place for Sally to check. 

Sally knew her original inclination was correct when she heard the 
guttural moans of a woman in ecstasy and the primal grunts of a man driving 
the woman towards that ecstasy. Quietly she made her way to the outer 
walls of the ruin trying to determine exactly where in the ruin the conjoined 
couple were and how to get close enough to Francis to relieve her of her 
front load. Following the animal sounds, she quickly determined that the 
lovers were located in a small anti-room, off of the main pump house. 
Carefully she scouted out a possible vantage point. With luck, maybe she 
could get in close enough to listen to their plans and from that formulate 
her own plan. With all of the original equipment removed for salvage 
years earlier, the walls and floor, in some places looked like Swiss cheese 
with holes where wiring and long ago removed piping used to run. The 
small room the copulating couple were hiding in was even more so. Sally 
could not believe her luck. A small crawl space under the old building had 
its exterior entrance immediately under the small room. Cautiously Sally 
made her way under the floorboards of the lovers, watching for broken 
glass and jagged metal. 

Her first view of Brian and Francis was through a knothole in the tired 
wood planking. Sally could clearly understand why Francis, lying on a 
blanket, was howling in a series of orgasms. It took Sally watching only 
two or three strokes of Brian’s large member ploughing into the receptive 
Francis to have her own groin beginning to leak. Shifting her position she 
looked onto the stressed face and torso of the orgasming woman. With 
each thrust of the stud, her moans renewed. Her large breasts moved in 
undulating motions, up and down her torso, only punctuated by the impact 
of the two groins pounding together. In their tumblings, the blanket no 
longer covered the floor under the two lovers. 

Sally, watching the action from below, almost forgot the purpose of her 
attendance at the sexfest. She looked for a better spot to listen. A flashing 
of light through a small hole captured her attention. Looking up through a 
silver dollar sized hole in the flooring above her she saw the cream white 
of an untanned buttock of her quarry rising and falling, blotting out the 
light coming through the hole and it gave her an idea. Carefully she put 
her hand up to the hole in the floor and stretched her index finger through 
the hole, gently resting it against the soft buttock of the writhing woman. 
The sweet caresses covered her finger and felt like they were floating down 
her arm. The transfer had begun. Keeping her hand where it was, Sally 
managed to move back to her vantage point where she could watch her 
prey’s gradual deflation. Brian’s large hands grabbed the swaying breasts 


and the wailing of Francis picked up in tempo. His grip on her breasts was 
short lived as his stride began to falter and become irregular. Francis had 
by now melted down to still-sizeable D-cup grapefruit. 

Brian deposited his seed deep inside Francis, grunting in time with his 
ejaculate, turning his head upward and face screwing in his own ecstasy. 
Francis herself arched her back in another orgasm. Sally, herself was 
breathing hard. She looked back at the torso of Francis. The woman’s 
breasts had been reduced from firm, large grapefruit to mandarin orange 
size. The final throes of orgasm still made the malleable flesh wobble in 
all directions, yet unlike earlier when the volume was greater and the 
movements were much more subdued. Sally kept her finger pressed against 
the sweaty cheek, hoping to drain this vindictive witch of the last of her 
most prominent pair of features before they both realized what was 
happening. 

Brian collapsed heavily on top of his most current conquest, a goofy 
look of achievement, satisfaction, and relief on his face. Abruptly for 
Sally the gentle caresses ended and she withdrew her hand. She watched 
as Brian reached for Francis’ jugs. Soon his hand lay flat on her emaciated 
chest. With a “huh?” he raised himself up far enough to look at Francis’s 
torso. The inevitable “What the fuck!?” came next with the removal of his 
hand as though Francis was white hot and he had just burned himself. 
Francis looked down at her flat chest and screamed. Brian spooked and 
withdrew his limp member with a “I’m outta here!” and scooped up his 
clothes and darted out of the ruin, not stopping until he realized he was 
bare naked on the side of a busy street with a jizm-filled condom dangling 
between his legs. 

Francis meanwhile had curled into a corner, blanket wrapped around 
herself, cunt leaking, groping at her chest, and shaking her head in disbelief. 
Sally felt a wave of remorse run through her as she watched the pitiful 
sight. Moving to a more comfortable position, her arm bumped against 
the increased mass of her right breast. The slight bump made her aware 
that she was sizably larger than she had been only a few minutes ago. 
Looking down, she took stock of her own gains. Although she had thought 
she was big before, she was unprepared for what she had become. Slick 
from the sex show she had just observed and equally aroused by her new 
dimensions, in the shadows under the floorboards, she peeled off the sausage 
skin-tight shirt to fully appraise her new self. Francis forgotten, one hand 
subconsciously slipped back between her legs while the other explored 
the day’s multiple donations to her outsized chest. Biting her lip to stifle 
any noise she might make, her own orgasm none-the-less proved powerful. 
Gently she pulled the coin from her pocket, kissed it and jammed it back 
into the safety of her pants. 

Carefully and quietly she struggled to do up her pants and put her shirt 
back on. With those tasks done, she carefully negotiated her way back out 





































into the blazing sunshine. She looked down to see where she needed to 
brush dirt off and realized she could not see around her massive endowments 
to even begin to complete the task. With a smirk, she decided that it really 
didn’t matter and made her way home with the intention of grabbing a 
shower to clean off the dirt and the day’s grease from work and the thick 
layer of sweat she had due to the heat. 

Pleased with herself, her goals accomplished, her tasks for the day were 
done. With the exception of Rebecca, the whole hierarchy of her school 
had been turned on its ear. Subconsciously, she knew that the Queen Bee 
would no longer be a problem. Something told her that Julia and Rebecca 
had somehow settled the score between themselves with Julia coming out 
on top. Her walk home proved relatively uneventful excluding the number 
of male motorists who noticeably slowed and rubbernecked in order to 
drink in an extended view of her and her exquisite figure. The physical 
feelings she had felt on her way to the ruin were only exaggerated due to 
her additional size and weight. The band of slick skin between her chest 
wall and the sag of her fifteen-pound-each breasts was only wider. The 
wobble and jiggle of each footfall was only greater and now that they no 
longer settled into place between each step. Her once loose shirt, which 
had hung down almost to her crotch, now hung just slightly above her 
navel as it stretched thread bare tight around her girth. 

With the dramatic number of changes that had occurred to the school’s 
student body over the past twenty-four hours, Sally felt confident that she 
would be able to pass it off as being just be one of the many affected by the 
“mystery.” 


X. - Explorations And Explanations At Home 


A little later than she usually was in arriving home, Sally quietly entered 
through the side door of the house and dropped her backpack just inside 
the door. “Hi, ’m home,” she called out, not sure who was home. From 
the kitchen came a muffled reply of acknowledgement from her mother. 
Quickly Sally made her way to her room, pulling the bedroom door behind 
her. For the time being her secret was safe. She knew the jig would be up 
when she went for dinner, and she mentally prepared herself for it and the 
dozens of questions her parents and younger brother would inevitably fire 
at her. 

To relax and clear her head, she wanted to scrub the filth and dirt from 
her body. She stripped off the dirty clothes, watching herself in the full- 
length mirror that hung on the back of her bedroom door. She swallowed 
hard when she straightened up after removing her pants and panties. 
Emotions ran wild through her, varying from fear — surely growth this fast 
can not be healthy — to smug self-assurance — there could be no stopping a 
killer body like this — and finally to joy — Jesus! P ve never looked so 
good! Her slender toned body looked just as 1t had this morning, but, and 
it was a pair of big “buts,” now there were two breasts that protruded about 
a foot in front of her chest wall. Larger than her head and, considering 
their size and weight, the two marvels sagged only slightly. Twisting at 
the waist, she compared her reflection with her recollection of Ruby and 
her dramatic frontage. Sally thought that Ruby might be a little larger, but 
the two women were of different heights and statures, so she couldn’t be 
sure. Regardless, caressing them, they sure felt wonderful. Their turgid 
mass was sufficiently supple that she manipulated the flesh, finishing her 
self-examination by pulling on her erect nipples. Small jolts of “electric 
tension” similar to the sweet kisses that had allowed her to become so 
large, shot from the nipples straight to her sex. 

Throughout the day she had ranged in size from nothing, through to the 
crowning glory she beheld now. While she was walking home, she felt the 
pull of gravity on her massive breasts with each footfall. The physical 
dynamics of the huge, virtually unsupported masses of titflesh impacted 
vastly on so many things she had done before. The changes were staggering. 
The additional weight high on her torso had changed her center of balance. 
Now higher than before, it affected simple things like her balance. Even 
reaching forward to pick up something felt different — there was a slight, 
dangerous sensation of being on the verge of falling forward that hadn’t 
been there before. 

Curiosity had her experimenting with her changed body. She gently 
bounced once, just to watch the reaction on her chest. A second time she 
viewed the reaction in the mirror. The slight bounce of her body was 
exaggerated in the unsupported bounce of her breasts. Gravity and 






















downward momentum pulled the masses almost down to her belly button, 
and the rebound made it appear that there was no sag at all. The vibrations 
continued for an additional five progressively smaller vibrations. Cool! 
she thought soaking in her new self. Sideways motion produced a similar 
effect, the masses taking quite long to finally roll to a stop and become 
still. Rolling her shoulders resulted in separate undulations of the new- 
found bulk. Each motion and movement she made resulted in some other 
exaggerated wobble, bobble, wiggle, jiggle or bounce. She admired the 
physics of the twin sacks, glad that they were hers. 

The shower only proved to her just how large she had become. Soaping 
up her chest now became a substantial task simply because of the additional 
surface area, much of it hidden from view. The slickness of the soap and 
her new sensitivity made the task all the more enjoyable. She watched the 
suds run off her exaggerated front and realized she couldn’t see the drain. 
Then it hit her, My God! I can’t see my feet! Turning around also required 
planning and additional support from the wall as she couldn’t stand in the 
center of the narrow tub and turn around without the tips of her nipples 
scraping either the shower curtain or the wall itself, although the feeling of 
the slick curtain or the cool smooth wall did create interesting sensations 
that ricocheted between her breasts and clitoris. Towelling off also proved 
difficult, as she had to struggle to see if she had dried herself properly in 
the crease where her bust pulled away from her torso. While using the 
blow drier on her hair she found that her arms kept bumping into her 
exaggerated bosom. The sensations of things bumping into her chest were 
new, but she knew that it was a feeling that she’d have to get used to. 

For the fourth time today she struggled with the decision of what to 
wear. For the meeting with her family she wanted to down play her new 
immensity. Never having had to deal with this “problem” before, presented 
new challenges. Digging through her chest-of-drawers and rummaging 
through her closets, she eliminated all of her shirts, tops, blouses and 
sweaters that used to be kind of snug or slightly small. There would be no 
way she could ever fit into them again. These she boxed for charity. Some 
of the tops she truly regretted no longer fitting into as they brought back 
pleasant memories, others simply because they used to be so comfortable. 
The next pile were those that used to be baggy. No more! Some would 
definitely be skin tight — at least around the bust. She made a mental note 
to borrow her Mom’s sewing machine. Almost every piece in the pile 
would need some sort of tailoring to fit properly — most needed to be taken 
in at the waist. The last pile was the smallest. These had been her oversize 
shirts that she had worn when she had felt “frumpy.” As she tried them on 
she realized that none of them looked frumpy anymore. Many were 
flattering now. Two actually gave the appearance of her having a smaller 
bust line than she actually had, one slightly more effective than the other. 

Dressing, she heard her Mon calling the family for dinner. “Coming,” 
she hollered in reply. She took stock of herself in the mirror in the door. 


There was no hiding the huge breasts contained within her black shirt; 
although it did seem to make them appear somewhat less striking than 
they had been earlier. Although she wore no make-up, she had taken extra 
time working on her hair. She hoped that by looking her best elsewhere, 
she might draw some of the attention away from her tits. Good God girl, 
you look killer! Pushing an errant few strands of hair from her face, with 
much trepidation, she opened the door and ventured towards the kitchen. 
As no one at home had yet seen her new self, she cautiously entered the 
kitchen. Her mother was dishing out some vegetables from the pot onto 
the dinner plates. She looked up to see Sally come into the room. Following 
a split second delay, she dropped both the slotted spoon and the pot. 
Reacting too late, she made an unsuccessful attempt to regain a grip on the 
pot and spoon, her eyes never leaving her daughters helmet sized breasts. 
The pot landed on its side and the mixed vegetables went splashing across 
the floor towards her, the spoon clattering away in the opposite direction. 
Her mother stood slack-jawed, staring at her daughter. Sally’s father and 
younger brother turned around in their seats to see what the commotion 
was and ended up also gawking at her. 

“Wha... wha... what,” her mother had raised her arm and was pointing 
directly at the medicine balls Sally had stowed inside her shirt. 

Sally stooped to gather up the spilled vegetables. “I can explain,” she 
said as she tried to scoop the mess back into the pot. Being on her hands- 
and-knees reduced the visual impact of her immensity and as a result her 
mother’s mouth closed. “About a dozen girls at school had something 
happen to their boobs. Mine just grew like theirs did! Honest.” 

Much to her surprise Ted, her brother, came to her defence. “Yeah, 
some other chick, I think her name was Julie or Julia or somethin’ like that 
— in grade twelve — came to school this mornin’ about a foot taller with 
ti... boobs out ta’ here,” he indicated a size similar to his sisters. Sally just 
nodded. Even though she had not seen Julia’s new dimensions she had 
certainly heard about them. 

“I think the same thing happened to me,” she stated in a subdued voice, 
nodding with a weak smile, averting her eyes, scooping an errant pea on 
the floor into the pot. She figured it would be a better idea if she played 
ignorant about the rest of the changes she had wrought throughout the 
school this past afternoon. 

Ted, again forgetting the company for the moment continued, “Yeh, 
you shoulda seen ‘em. Just as big as Sal’s.” The colour rose in his cheeks 
as he realized his parents were staring at him. He squirmed in his chair 
and sank down an inch or two in embarrassment. 

Sally decided to come to her brother’s rescue and rose to her knees, 
holding the pot of vegetables out towards her mom. “They really aren't 
that bad. Kinda big, but I guess I could get used to “em. There are others 
who grew too, some as big as me, so I don’t think I’m the biggest. I should 
still fit in. Lets eat, I'm hungry,” she continued, trying to change the subject. 

























Dinner was an experience for them all. Her father and brother had 
difficulty making eye contact with her, their direction of sight about a foot 
below her eyes. Her mother glared at her and her father but remained 
silent. Sally knew he would catch shit later. As for her, it was a learning 
experience on how to eat. Every movement she made had to be done 
skirting around her medicine ball sized breasts. The simple action of moving 
her fork to her mouth required additional concentration as not only did she 
have to take a longer trip than she was used to, but now she also had to 
ensure that she did not drip or spill on her new “shelf.” The serviette in her 
lap was useless as it was completely protected from the drips and spills by 
her stuffed shirt. For the first time ever, there was no conversation made 
during their dinner. 

As it was one of her’s and her brother’s chores to clean up after dinner, 
she had the chance to thank Ted for his support. The two conversed in 
quiet tones with Ted generally being the one asking questions and Sally 
trying her best to answer them without seeming complicit in driving the 
whole matter. Every sentence she made, she had to carefully think it 
through, without trying to lie to hide her activities in it. Speaking in 
generalities and about how she felt proved to be the safest. With the after 
dinner cleanup done, both went to their respective rooms to tackle the daily 
load of homework. After finishing her homework, Sally called up a few of 
her friends from school that, because of her covert activities, she had not 
seen today. She caught up on the gossip and the news of the day and, 
bracing each of her friends, advised then that she too had been subjected to 
the mysterious changes of the day. Most of her friends could not believe 
that it would happen to her, and none really believed her description of the 
size of her newest additions. 

During these calls, she pondered exactly what to do with the 25P coin. 
Each of her friends would surely appreciate having a larger bustline, no 
doubt about it, some even dreaming onto the D-, E- and F-cup ranges, 
however as she talked and gossiped with them, she eliminated each of 
them as she was sure she couldn’t fully trust them to keep the mischief she 
had wrought a secret or guarantee that they would pass it on wisely. Patting 
the side of her bloated mammary, she was sure she would never need the 
coin again and she wanted to make sure that was the case. As big as she 
was, to her petite-breasted friends, she would no doubt be a target for their 
own quick and easy personal gains if they were to possess the coin. Today 
she had seen the culmination of a series of friendships, and most certainly 
Janey would draw daggers from her former friends, figuratively and in 
their minds - literally for the rest of their lives. Sally knew that, Janey 
aside, given the chance, any one of them, Louise, Allie and Kristine would 
pump themselves up to at least a large orange sized C-cup, even possibly a 
grapefruit sized D-cup sized implants as soon as they were old enough to 
do so. If she gave one of them the coin, they probably wouldn’t have 


second thoughts about draining Janey down to a pair of fried eggs and 
they themselves suffering for the rest of their lives with jugs the size of 
melons. 

Certainly there had to be someone as deserving as she who would 
appreciate such a gift and keep their mouth shut. As she prepared for bed, 
she again one-by-one eliminated her friends and family. As much as some 
of her friends admitted to her how lucky she was and that they would love 
to be even just a bit bigger, and as much as she would love to be able to 
help them achieve their goals, she knew that it could be too dangerous to 
even let them know just how much damage she had done, much less passing 
the tool of that destruction on to them. She fell asleep not knowing what 
to do. 




























XI. - What To Do 


The morning came far too early. She started dragging herself out of 
bed, initially forgetting about her new assets. Wide awake within seconds 
of the alarm clock going off, shocking herself with the new protrusions, 
she sat up in bed, the cobwebs of sleep rudely ripped away this morning by 
the wobbling sensations of her huge tits. They had been in the way all 
night and as a result she had tossed and turned in attempts to get comfortable, 
unaccustomed to her new physical shape. 

She dressed for work and without even putting her work shirt on she 
realized there would be no way it could possibly fit anymore. Wrapped in 
a beach towel, she knocked on Ted’s bedroom door. Bushy eyed, he opened 
his bedroom door. His eyes bulged as he obviously stared at his overly 
buxom sister, seemingly wrapped only in a towel, a good six inches of 
dark deep cleavage visible. His eyes moved between her bustline and her 
eyes. Sally noticed his “morning wood” gently pushing out the front of his 
pyjama pants. Stifling a giggle, in a quiet whisper Sally asked for one of 
his largest shirts, “as plain as possible,” she continued. It took a few seconds 
for his sister’s request to sink in to his stunned and still sleepy brain before 
he pulled his gaze out of her cleavage and turned and went rummaging 
through his chest-of-drawers for an extra-large shirt. She watched him as 
he looked for something for her to wear. She became keenly aware that his 
morning wood was changing into a substantially larger steel pole. She was 
genuinely surprised at how large he actually was. Shortly he returned with 
a triple extra large shirt and a clearly visible raging hard-on. 

Quietly, as she returned to her own room, she heard an “Uggh, holy 
shit,” come from her brother’s room. Smiling, she knew his thoughts were 
about to become intimate and incestuous. In the past, Sally had usually 
worn a size small T-shirt. Carrying the 3X Tee somehow seemed to be too 
big, that is until she struggled into the shirt that was five sizes larger than 
she usually wore. Despite its seemingly large sounding size, the T-shirt 
was tight. Her breasts stretched the shirt tight, and her areolas and currently 
relaxed nipples were visible as darker shades of white. With an apron, she 
might be able to cover them more effectively, maybe. 

Dressed, she looked at herself in the full-length mirror. Twisting at the 
waist, she appraised herself. The T-shirt was just long enough that she 
could tuck it into her pants, proving that she had a very slender torso and 
that the massiveness of her appearance was limited only to her bustline. 
She rolled her shoulders and giggled at the resultant seemingly independent 
rolling of her breasts. Either her boss would hide her in the back for not 
having all of her uniform, or, she realized, looking at herself, he might just 
keep her on counter and cash, in an attempt to use her eye-candy appeal to 
draw in more customers — uniform or not. Something told her it would 
most likely be the latter. She nodded her head, Yes; this is the look I want! 


She smiled at her reflection and gave herself a wink, turned on her heel 
and headed off to work. 

It had rained overnight and it was a cooler morning than it had been 
yesterday, although because of the rain it was far more humid. The chill of 
the air made her shiver and her extravagant bust wobbled obscenely. Feeling 
cold, her nipples also reacted, becoming solid points at the end of visibly 
puffed areola. Arriving at work, early as usual, she was greeted by a series 
of dropped jaws, stares and an endless stream of “What happened to you?” 
She was right in her appraisal of her boss’ reaction and she took her usual 
station, today adorned with an apron, tending cash. She attracted quite a 
bit of attention and the ratio of men to women choosing her register today 
was remarkably skewed towards the prior. 

There were a few challenges, other than some of the fatigue she felt in 
her back due to the new weight hanging from her front, as the day wore on. 
Yesterday, she had noticed that Ruby, the woman who had given her the 
coin, had stood obliquely to the counter and although it had seemed odd at 
the time, she clearly understood now. Her line of sight immediately in 
front of her was completely blocked. Anything on the counter remained 
hidden from her as the swell of her distended bosom blocked the view. 
She too now had to stand at an angle to the counter to see what she was 
doing directly in front of her. Only once was she truly embarrassed. 
Forgetting her girth, in her rush to fill an order, she quickly turned sideways 
and clipped a cup of soda and sent it skittering across the counter leaving 
a broad trail of root beer in its wake. Red faced, she filled the order, closed 
her register, grabbed a bucket, rags and mop and cleaned up the mess. 

With every female customer she avoided any contact, fearing stealing 
from them and then getting even larger than she already was. As the 
morning progressed she chatted with some of the regulars, telling them 
that there had been some unexplained changes to some people at her school 
and she had been one of them. And, no, she wasn’t worried about her 
boobs getting so big so fast. And yes, she didn’t mind too much having 
such big boobs. And no, she didn’t know exactly how many other girls 
were affected, etcetera, etcetera, etcetera. 

Lunchtime finally arrived, and much to her surprise Ruby appeared at 
her cash, again ordering only a muffin and coffee. The younger woman 
smiled a sincere, almost loving smile at the older woman. “Thank you,” 
she said quietly. 

Ruby smiled back and replied, “You're welcome. I glad to see you’ ve 
made good use of the coin,” indicating towards Sally’s huge bust. 

“More than you would ever know. Thank you. They are bigger than I 
ever imagined they could ever grow, but they're now as big as I'd ever 
want ‘em. I love ‘em. Now, all I’ve got to do now is find someone who 
needs the same type of ‘help’ I did.” 

“Somehow I knew you'd be a perfect recipient of the coin. I'm glad I 
found you. Good luck with your search,” Ruby replied, paying her bill. 



















“Keep the change.” She smiled a knowing smile, recalling the well-used 
change-fumbling trick. Sally smiled back, sharing in the humour that only 
the two of them would understand. 





XII. - Megan 


For the second day in a row the seven thirteen- or fourteen-year-olds 
stopped in for lunch. Today they were joined by an obvious new tag-along 
who was as stunned as the rest of the group at the absolute immensity of 
Sally. They whispered amongst themselves, not realizing that much of 
what they were saying could be overheard. Some of it was complementary, 
some of it envious. The newest member was the most complementary and 
gushed to the girl ahead of her in the queue that she hoped that her breasts 
would grow to even just a quarter of Sally’s size. However, especially 
derogatory and not particularly kind was the bustiest of the bunch, who 
Sally had figured would be the most understanding. Sally then figured 
correctly, that the young teen D-cupper was envious and felt threatened. 
Sally’s thoughts harkened back to all of the yesterdays at the school where 
those less graced with money, status, looks or most particularly had breasts 
that were smaller than the average, bore the brunt of those equally unsure 
of their own sexuality and self esteem, who were just that little bit more 
attractive, or as was usually the case, carried a little more “up-top.” 

The meanness was played out again right before her eyes as the 
newcomer to the group was bounced to the back of the line, the busty 
leader exerting her control over the group. Today’s actions confirmed to 
that Sally that this girl’s control was solely based on the fact that her large 
D’s dwarfed the small C’s, B’s and A’s of her friends. In the pecking order 
of the looks department that this group was so highly organized by, the 
tail-end-Charlie although not the least attractive of the group, simply had 
no breasts to speak of. 

Sally hustled to fill the order of the group leader. The girl paid with a 
five-dollar bill. Determined to put this meanie in her place, Sally did the 
change-fumbling trick, constantly maintaining contact with the pert breasted 
leader. She lingered as long as she could, extending the length of her 
physical contact without being overtly obvious. By the time the exchange 
was done, the girl had been reduced a little more than one-cup size and 
was now actually smaller than the two others immediately behind her in 
the line. 

The remainder of the young women cycled through her order-counter 
quickly. Sally was careful at ensuring that she only made contact with 
those with a chip on their shoulders. With the other impressionable young 
women, she made no contact. When the last girl had placed her order, 
Sally quickly filled it, and with the completed order between them, she 
stopped and leaned onto the counter, her huge breasts appearing to swell 
up as they became supported by the countertop, her cleavage becoming 
longer and more pronounced, and struck up a conversation with her. 

“I'm Sally,” she said, pointing to her nametag, “So, what's your name?” 
as she gently pushed the tray containing the young woman’s order slightly 
off to the side. 






















“Megan,” squeaked a small reply from the now nervous girl, breaking eye contact 
with Sally to look over at her friends who were already chowing down and from all 
appearances having long forgotten her. Megan glanced back at Sally and then down 
into the deep cleavage between the watermelon-sized breasts, before realizing that her 
eyes were wandering perhaps to places they shouldn’t. Looking up she locked eyes 
with Sally again. Cheeks blushing red, she squeaked, “They sure are big,” hoping that 
the comment might help to explain why her eyes had been drawn towards the server’s 
huge tits. Sally smiled and forced herself not to burst into laughter at the expense of 
the embarrassed girl. “And nice, too!” Megan piped in, her face getting redder still. 

It was the opening that Sally had been waiting for. “I heard what you said while 
you were waiting in the line.” Megan blushed even more. “How would you like to 
have boobs as big as you could ever dream of wanting? They could be even bigger 
than mine if you want! I can help.” Sally paused for effect and to gauge Megan’s 
reaction to her offer. Although still reddish with embarrassment, the girl’s eyes were 
now wide open. Her jaw dropped open in disbelief of Sally’s last comment. She leaned 
forward expectantly, obviously interested in the offer. Without breaking eye contact 
with Megan, Sally took the coin from her pocket and put it on the counter, her index 
finger holding it in place. She continued, “but you must promise me that the following 
conditions will be met, to protect me, to protect you and to ensure that women like us 
may put women like that in their place.” She nodded her head in the direction of 
Megan’s friends. “Promise me that when you no longer want to get any bigger, you’ ll 
pass this coin on to someone who was downtrodden like me and is as downtrodden as 
you are now?” Without waiting for the answer, she continued, “Promise me that you 
won't give it to a family member or one of your friends, “cause they might just steal 
from you. Promise me that you will keep it a secret from everyone except the next 
person you give it to. That’s to protect us all.” 

Megan, now seemingly overwhelmed by Sally’s demands, not really understanding 
but still interested, simply nodded, acknowledged and agreed with a simple “Uh huh.” 

“Here, take this coin.” Sally lifted her finger without withdrawing her hand, smiling 
the sweetest smile she could. “I brought your obnoxious and abusive friends down a 
notch, or rather cup size. Would you like to reap the benefits of that comeuppance?” 
Her smile widened a little more. Megan hadn’t moved but still nodded dumbly, now 
confused by the definition of “cup.” This from a waitress in a fast food restaurant 
offering beverages in small, medium and large. She looked over at the drinks her 
friends had. Clueing into the misunderstanding Sally continued, “Their boobs. I took 
some of them. Their boobs are smaller and I can give you what I took from them.” 
Correcting herself, Sally continued, “or rather you can take it from me. Here, take the 
coin,” Sally insisted. Megan scooped up the coin and studied it. “Now, touch my 
hand,” Sally continued, “There’ll be a slight shock, but don’t worry, it means it’s 
workin’.” 

Not really believing, Megan extended her index finger and cautiously touched Sally’s 
hand, feeling the mild sensual shock. A shiver ran down her spine, however the initial 
shock did not deter her from maintaining contact. Sally was impressed with the young 
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woman’s self-control. The results were immediate and obvious on the 
flat-chested girl. Megan looked down at the changes to her torso as her 
shirt began to swell outwards. Her jaw dropped as for the first time in her 
life, she had a bustline. Gripping the edge of the counter with her left 
hand, she watched her shirt fill out more and more. Glancing around quickly, 
she noticed that no one was paying she nor Sally any attention. Letting go 
of the counter, she wrapped her index finger around the front of the neck of 
her shirt and pulled it away from herself. Looking down the neck of the 
shirt confirmed that there actually was something solid pushing out the 
material of her shirt. Rapt, she stared at her steadily enlarging breasts. Her 
knees felt weak as she felt the strange fullness in her chest. “This can’t be 
happening! I'm growing!” she whispered hoarsely. Wide eyed, she looked 
up at Sally, “I got boobs!” she continued, “Big boobs!” She began to take 
on appearances of someone who had to pee real bad, squirming and stifling 
the need to jump for joy. Instead, she restrained her glee by again grabbing 
the counter. 

Sally withdrew her hand when Megan was sporting tennis ball sized 
breasts. The tingling stopped and Megan’s growth stopped. Megan was 
grinning from ear to ear for the first time since coming into the restaurant. 

“Pd ditch that bunch and I’d avoid robbing them of any more,” Sally 
nodded again in the direction of the other six teens, pushing Megan’s order 
across the counter between them, recalling that yesterday she had taken a 
little off the top of the whole group. “Be careful, and remember what I told 
you.” 

“T will” Megan said, pocketing the coin, “I will,” she repeated. Scooping 
up her tray she went and sat on the other side of the restaurant from the 
crew she had come in with. 

Sally smiled to herself, knowing she had made a wise choice. 


FIN 


